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rejected by those who had never even seen the ground on the
monstrous and selfish argument, as Baird told me himself, that
" The Corps must be furthest east.3* So to satisfy that conceit
three battalions, the Glasgow Highlanders, 2nd Worcesters,
ist Queen's, went over the top at dawn and perished in regular
lines, platoon after platoon, headed by their lieutenants, company
after company led by their captains, until the Targelle Valley
became a shambles. And Baird, watching from beside Meath
Post, at whose side I stood, leaning on my crutches, wept and
cursed.

He was a master linguist. I saw him in a dugout in the
cemetery at Groisilles after the successful first attack on the
Hindenburg Line in May 1917 interrogating German prisoners
and redisposing reinforcements and his brigade to meet the point
from which counter-attack was most certain from the evidence
of prisoners. For the successful raid opposite Bouchavesnes on
the Somme, in January 1917, upon the line occupied by the
3rd Guard Grenadier Regiment, Baird, leaving his command-
post, came up to the front line. And as prisoners were brought
in he searched their minds, speaking swiftly to them in German,
until in a few short .minutes he had elucidated the position of the
most important points in their lines. Then, on the instant, he
sent over a further raiding party, which captured not only many
prisoners and machine-guns, but completed the havoc of the
German line at this point.

At Rancourt, in December 1916, when we took over from the
French, whose corpses lay thick on the ground, and the enemy
observing this movement attempted a counter-attack upon the
relief, Baird personally took command of both British and
French soldiers and led them to the repulse of this intrusion.

He never asked a question of any subaltern in the line the
answer to which he did not himself know from his own personal
observation. He never ordered troops to attack where he feared
to go himself. In the horror of Les Boeufs, from the stinking
mud of which the fallen cried until death claimed them, into
whose sinister shell-holes men went and never came back, Baird
walked at night surveying his defences, calculating the possibilities
of successful assault across the morass to Le Transloy. He took
me with him, and fear clutched at my heart. Division after
division, even the Guards had failed to make good an advance.
But this was characteristic. Where other brigades had failed,
Baird's brigade was entrusted with the final mission.